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whole collection of children in the Z. family; three sons in
Warsaw (one at the university, two in boarding schools). In
the house there are Bronka (eighteen years old), Andzia (ten),
Stas who is three, and Maryshna, a little girl of six months* Stas
is very funny. His nyanya told him God was everywhere* And
he, with his little face agonised, asked; "Is He going to catch
me? Will He bite mo?"' He amuses us all enormously.
Manya interrupted her letter, put her pen down on the
writing-desk she had installed near the long window, and
braving the cold in her woollen dress,, went out on the balcony*
The view offered her there still had the gift of making her laugh.
Wasn't it comic to set out for an isolated country house,
imagining rural landscapes in advance, with prairies and
forests,, and then, on opening the casement of her room for the
first time, to perceive a tall, aggressive factory chimney which,
shutting off and dirtying the sky, spat opaque plumes of black
smoke?
There was not a field or a coppice for miles around: nothing
but sugar beet and again sugar beet, filling the great monotonous
plain* In the autumn these pale earthy beetroots* piled up in
bullock carts, slowly converged on the factory to be made into
sugar, The peasants soweclj hoed and reaped for the factory.
The huts of the little village of Kraainiec were crowded near
these dreary red brick buildings* And the river itself was the
slave of the factory, entering limpid and departing soiled, its
surface charged with a dark* sticky scum*
Monsieur Z,, an agriculturist of repute* familiar with new
techniques, controlled the fanning of two hundred acres of beet-
root. He was a wealthy man; he owned a great part of the shares
in the sugar factory* And in his house, as in the others* the
factory was the object of preoccupation*
There was nothing on the grand scale about this. The factory,
however absorbing it seemed, was only an enterprise of average
importance like dozens of others in the provinces, The Szcssuki
estate was small; two hundred acres, in that country of vast
estates, are nothing. The Z.a were well off but not rich* And